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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


n the ritual of what is known in this 
country as the Episcopal Church, there is a 
supplication to the Almighty to behold and 
bless His servant, the President of the United 
States. During the late Civil War, this petition 
afforded an odd test of loyalty among the 
members of the Church of England in America. 
‘The Copperhead, who had murmured “ Amen” 
to all preceding prayers, at the conclusion of 
this one shut his teeth and set his heart against 
asking for a blessing on Abolitionist Abe Lin- 
coln. Earnestly went up the “Amen” from 
his Joyal neighbors; but the Copperhead would 
none of it. ‘Then came the troublous period 
after the War, when the Hon. Andrew Johnson 
had “swung round the circle’’; and then it 
was the turn of the good Republicans to oppose 
their influence, in a negative way, to the grant- 
ing of a benediction upon the recreant in the 
White House. 
* 

In the quieter years that followed, these angry 
political partisans among our church-going folk 
learned wisdom. ‘lo-day it is unlikely that the 
most virulent of Blainiacs would refuse his as- 
sent to a prayer for the spiritual welfare of Mr. 


* Cleveland, President of the United States, Demo- 


crat and Civil-Service Reformer though he be, 
this same Mr. Cleveland. But the lesson thus 
learned is like many other lessons learned in 
church—too often forgotten outside the church 
door, ‘he same narrow, small spirit that twenty 
years ago made professed Christians go to an 
un-Christian extreme of partisanship survives 
still, although its manifestations are less extrava- 
gant. ‘here are many people now who can- 
not understand that a President of the United 
States, once elected, and installed in his office, 
is no longer to be regarded as the candidate 
and representative of a political party; but is 
to be accepted by the entire people as the ex- 
ecutive officer of the government which they 
themselves have chosen for themselves. 


* 
* oS 


Such people are not without excuse. There 
have been Presidents enough who have forgot- 
ten this great truth. A plain citizen may be 
pardoned if, after having given himself over to 
rancor and rage through a whole campaign, he 
is unable to cultivate a calm and judicial spirit 
by the 4th of March of the next year. Yet cer- 
tainly, by the 26th of November, he ought to 
be able to remember that he is a citizen as well 
as a member of a political party. Especially 














ouzht he so to do under the administration of 
a President whose chief claim to popular con- 
sideration is his superiority to petty partisan- 
ship. Even if he is a regular reader of the New 
York Z7ibune, he ought to have strength of 
mind enough to reach, in eight good months, 
this modest level of decency and justice. It is 
not too much to expect of him, even if he be- 
lieves one-half of what the Z7zbune says—and 
it is very hard to imagine that there is any one 
who believes one-half of what the Z7zbune says. 
# 
* * 

Yes, even the excitable citizen with predis- 
positions to Blainism must know by this time 
that President Cleveland has, so far, conducted 
himself more like an ideal President than like 
the blood-stained traitor and ignorant incendi- 
ary that the Z7zbune pictured him. He has 
checked the aggressions of the land-grabbing 
cattle-kings of the West; he has adopted a wise 
and equitable policy in dealing with the Indians; 
he has done all in his power to bring to punish- 
ment the authors of the outrages upon the Chi- 
nese laborers of the Pacific Slope; he has laid 
the foundation for a real American navy; he 
has considerately refrained from using the mys- 
terious power which the Z7ribune thinks he 
possesses to plunge this country into the rack 
and ruin of Free Trade; he is sound as the 
soundest business-man on questions of finance, 
and above all, he has enforced, is enforcing, and 
will enforce the Civil-Service Reform laws. 


* 
* * 


A Democrat Grover Cleveland is, and faith- 
ful to bis party, we suppose, as he has a right 
to be. But he promised, before he took the 
Presidential chair, to regard public office as a 
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STEP-LADDER LiUSTED AGAIN ALEAD. 





public trust, and he has labored hard and brave- 
ly to give us the “‘utmost benefits” of an ef- 
ficient, economical, non-partisan civil-service. 
And when a poor despised Democrat, placed 
in a position of arbitrary power, (we speak after 
study of the N. Y. Zribune,) can forget to be 
a partisan, it 1s time for even the most thorough- 
going of his Republican fellow-citizens to go at 
least as far in generosity and good will. And if 
the beautiful influences which even the 77dune 
will admit ought to emanate from this sacred 
season have power to touch those sore yet sin- 
cere citizens who voted on the losing side last 
year, and to move them to giving cordial and 
earnest support to the man who is no longer the 
candidate for the Presidency, but the President 
indeed, doing all that in him lies to gavern the 
nation honestly and wisely—why, it will bea 
day of ‘Thanksgiving truly worthy of the name, 
to all who love their country. 
* . * 

The professional “ agitators’ have at present 
but one panacea for the wrongs of the working- 
man. This is “ boycotting.’’ If a manufacturer 
reduces salaries or employs non-union men— 
boycott him. Refuse to buy his goods, and 
don’t let anybody else buy his goods, Enlist 
the entire populace in the work of ruining him 
—-unless he accedes to your demands. Such is 
their advice. It is very pretty; but it must 
sooner or later bring the workingman into the 
courts of law, where it must be decided whether 
or no it is legal thus to combine to injure the 
business of others. Every one who really cares 
to see workingmen prosper will hope that be- 
fore this point is reached the laborer will begin 
to understand that if he takes up the sword of 
violence he runs the risk of perishing by that 
same sword; that if he cripples his employer’s 
business. he cripples the employer’s power of 
giving employiment, and that if he causes a 
reign of terror among capitalists, he only drives 
out of active use the money that pays for his 
own bread-and-butter. 

* 7 * 

The proceedings of Senator Gibbs’s Investi- 
gating Committee have been productive of 
much innocent amusement to the tax-payer of 
this city. He has had the keen joy of seeing 
the men whose salaries he pays, and of hearing 
from their own lips what they do to earn their 
money. He must have been pleased to hear 
their earnest professions of interest in his wel- 
fare, and to learn how hard they work. He 
may not have fully understood their explana- 
tions; but he cannot but have admired their 
fluency and their ingenuity. He has also been 
made acquainted with their clerks, and with 
their clerks’ clerks. And he has at last got 
a satisfactory explanation of something that 
had ever before been a deep and gloom-en- 
shrouded mystery—the ability of the tax-rate 
to climb up between 2 and 3 °/, and stay there. 
For all this he has to thank Senator Gibbs, 
who should be deeply gratified at’ having been 
of so much use to his fellow-citizens. It should, 
furthermore, be a pleasing reflection to Mr. 
Gibbs that whatever turmoil he may stir up in 
political circles, and especially in his own dis- 
trict, Mr. Thomas C. Dunham, he pays the 
freight. 








THE leaflets of autumn no more are parading 
And blowing around in the breeze, 
Buckwheat-cakes and fresh pork now the house 
are invading, 
And also the luscieus head-cheese. 


Hurrah for the winter, the jolly old winter, 
That freezes the pond ’neath the duck, 
Hurrah for the publisher, editor, printer 
And seller of PICKINGS FROM PucK-— 
Hurrah! Hurrah!! Price, twenty-five cents. 
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THE TURKEY’S THANKSGIVING. 





It was one year ago this Thanksgiving Day. 
One year is not a long time to a man—indeed, 
it is too often a very short time, especially when 
it is looked back upon; but to the little brown 
turkey, fat and sleek, who was shut in from the 
world behind the freckled shell of a turkey-eg 
only one year ago, it was a very long time—al 
most an age, in fact. ‘The turkey was laid in 
a straw-stack in the farther end of the big field 
back of the barn. In the side of this stack, so 
high up that it could look cver the hat of the 
tallest man, the shrewd old mother turkey hol- 
lowed out her nest. Within its cosey sides she 
deposited an even dozen freckled eggs, and 
there she patiently sat five long weeks, warming 
the eggs into life. It was on ‘Thanksgiving Day 
one year ago that the last one of the eggs 
cracked its shell, and from within peeked out 
the subject of this sketch—as round, as downy, 
as bright-eyed and inquisitive a turkey-chick as 
ever looked out of a shell upon this great, wide, 
selfish, hungry world of ours. 

The early life of a turkey-chick is not an 
eventful one. Its world is hemmed in by the 
rail-fence which incloses the barn-yard, and 
until its wings are strong enough to carry its 
owner over these confines into the pasture be- 
yond and up to the lower limb of the old apple- 
tree, where its elders nightly roost, it has little 
opportunity for mental improvement, if, indeed, 
it has that ambition. Civilization, we regret to 
say, has not advanced far enough at the present 
age to provide Kindergartens for infant turkeys, 
and so this friend of ours reached the balmy 
days of early spring without an idea in its little 
noddle other than filling its little gullet with the 
fattest worms and the biggest grains of corn as 
often as it had achance. By this time, how- 
ever, its angular frame—and all turkeys are 
angular, we may remark, as every amateur carver 
has observed, at some time or another, to his 
discomfiture—had filled out into something like 
proportions, and its scrawny wings had covered 
themselves with feathers broad and long, until 
at last it took its place among the elders, very 
much as boys drift into manhood, acquire 
moustaches and a right to vote—quite as a mat- 
ter of course. 

As spring passed into summer, this turkey of 
ours began to take notice of its surroundings, 
It learned to know the gray-haired old farmer 
who owned the place from the tall and broad- 
shouldered hired-man, and the bent and angu- 
lar farmer’s wife from her pretty, plump, red- 
cheeked daughter. It knew the latter particularly 
well, because it was she who fed it when it was 
too young to feed itself. It liked her, too, did 
this friend of ours—for gratitude is not alone 
confined to children and story-books—and when 
a handsome young man from the city chanced 
to come that way one day, and rent a room in 
the old farm-house for a week, while he fished 
the neighboring streams, it noticed that, too. 
lhis, however, was not all that was noticed by 
our observing little friend. It noticed that the 
young man from the city paid much more at- 
tention to the pretty daughter than he did to 
the fishing, and that she, in turn, gave him more 
of her time than she did the turkeys. When 
this week was over, another one was begun, and 





| 
another and yet another, until September found | 
the young city-man still at the farm-house, and 
the friendship between the young couple had 
grown with each day. So our little friend was 
not surprised, one pleasant evening, to hear from 
its perch on the lower limb of the old apple- 
tree a conversation which was not intended 
even for a turkey’s ears. Under the tree, close 
to its rugged bark, was a rustic seat. On this 
seat were the lovers, for such they had grown 
to be. 

“Mary,” said the city-man: “shall I speak 
to your father ?” ; 

“‘ Yes, dear,” 

‘When ?” 

“Whenever you please.” 

It is true that this was not much to hear; but, 
such as it was, it gave our tender-hearted turkey 
a strange feeling of pain, in the expression of 
which it made such a commotion that further | 
conversation was at an end. 

‘The next day our friend confided its suspi- 
cions to a shrewd old turkey-cock—a patriarchal | 
fowl—who listened to the tale with grave in- 
terest. 

“What does it mean ?” asked the turkey. 

‘It means,”’ replied the cock, significantly: 
“that we had better make ourselves scarce for 
awhile, particularly the plumpest of us. I know 
what weddings are, and feasting, and I do not 
propose to contribute to their pleasure. Not I.” 

But our unsuspicious friend remained on the 
tree, and, fortunately for its safety, the wedding 
which followed within a month occurred in the | 
morning at the church, and the couple started 
directly for their new house in the city. So | 
there was no wedding-feast that time. | 

After the wedding, life on the farm was ex- | 
tremely dull. You have no idea how the barn- | 
yard residents missed the pretty bride. It was | 
as if they had lost both parents at a single stroke. 
But they got over it at last, and by the time 
‘Thanksgiving approached they had quite re- 
gained their whilom cheerfulness. It was three 
days before Thanksgiving—just two days ago— 
that our little friend, who had grown quite cor- 
pulent, having taken to feeding as a means of 
forgetting its bereavement, was perched upon 
the lower limb of its favorite apple-tree. The 
night was dark, but not unpleasant, and our 
friend felt in a mood for reminiscences, 

Ah!” it observed to the old turkey-cock, 
who was roosting by its side: “I wonder how 
pretty Mary is getting along in her city home?” 

“Well enough,” replied the old cock, who, 
it must be confessed, was tough in feelings as 
well as in body. 

“How I should like to see her! She would be 
glad to see me, too,” 

“She may,” returned the cock, sagely, as he 
prepared to fly to the topmost branch of the 
tree: ‘“‘she may see you_before you expect her 
to.” 

“Do you think so ?” returned the turkey, en- 
thusiastically. 

“1 shouldn’t be surprised,’’ replied the cock, 
with a very suggestive wink, and with a hop, 
skip and a flop it was soon safely perched on 


replied the pretty daughter. 











| 
| 
| 





the very highest branch of the tree. But this 
romantic, grateful little friend of ours remained 
where it was, and, as its eyes closed in sleep, it | 
dreamed that it was in the city visiting Mary, | 
and that she was so glad to see it that she made 
a dinner-party for its especial benefit. 

‘The next morning the farmer remarked: 

“Here is that fat little turkey Mary used to 
like so well. She will enjoy eating it.” 

“Yes, indeed,’’ replied the good wife. 

So our little friend was stripped of its feathers, 
filled with sage, and packed into a square box 
with some red apples, a jug of real cider, and 
some mince-pies. 

Thus its dream was fulfilled, and Mary’s din- 
ner-party for its especial benefit comes off to- 
morrow afternoon. BENJAMIN NORTHROP. 
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You were too fair— 

The auburn glory of your hair— 

The rosy lips that parted over teeth 

Like pearls beneath— 

The blue and tender heaven of your eyes— 
The skin more fair than lily-cup that lies 

On the still lakelet’s breast— 

The rounded form in dainty raiment drest— 
Showing one modest glimpse of bosom bare— 
Were all too fair. 

And that is why, O lovely chambermaid, 

You have not staid— 

The landlady has requested you to go— 

We feared you were too fair—she, too, thought so, 


A SOUTHERN ExposurE—The History of the 
76 Fraud. 


’ 


HARIFORD HAS a firm known as Bull, Lamb 
& Co. Strange as it may seem, this is a stove 
concern, and not a firm of brokers. 


THE Kinc or DaAnomey has three thousand 
five hundred wives. In Africa, the punishment 
of polygamy is left to the conscience. 


AN OIL-PAINTING of a government clerk at 
work is attracting great attention in Washing- 
ton. It is called “A Study from Still Life.” 





A YOUNG LITERARY man in Portland recently 
had the fingers of his right hand cut off at the 
first joint. He will now write his stories in 
short-hand. 


A San FRANCISCO paper is taking a frightful 
revenge upon its delinquent subscribers. It 
publishes their portraits under the title, “ Men 
of the Hour.” 


‘HE CHINESE language is taught in an Eastern 
college. ‘This is a move in the right direction. 
A man who understands Chinese can always see 
that his laundryman doesn’t cheat him in his 
bill. 


A NEW ORGANIZATION, formed by farmers, 
will deliver to city people fresh eggs, each bear- 
ing the name of the producer and the date it 
was laid. Now we shall have a fresh illustra- 
tion of the proverbial untruthfulness of figures. 


“‘ SYONE WALLs do not a prison make,”’ says, 
or, rather, sings Sir Richard Lovelace. You 
are quite right, Sir Dick, you are quite right; 
they don’t. If they did, how would the small 
boy ever get out of the apple-orchard uncaught, 


| when chased by the shouting farmer? 


THE DocToR who tells you it will do you 
good to stand outside on a ferry-boat, will also 
tell you that you should button your coat up. 
In other words, you button your coat to pro- 
tect your lungs against the very air that you 
inhale for their benefit. Because you know 
that the air that cannot hurt your lungs when 
inhaled might hurt them through your chest. 
According to this theory, the more coats you 
button, the more injurious the result should be. 
Throw doctors to the canines! 





| 
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A LESSON FROM THE SEA. 





The total depravity of inanimate things has 
been a fruitful theme to a large class of humor- 
ists. It has been generally conceded that in- 
animate things are depraved, and instances of 
tables that refused to tip under the ghostly 
ministrations of mediums, of kites that refused 
to ascend, and of flying-machines that displayed 
a reprehensible affection for the laws of gravi- 
tation are almost as numerous as scientific per- 
sons are on Long Island. But the universal 
belief in this unhappy state of things inanimate 
has received a severe shock. 

The United States steamer Powhatan re- 
cently ran ashore when there was no pilot on 
board. ‘Ihe old ship, left to indulge the exer- 
cise of her own sweet will, promptly turned her 
nose toward the nearest land, and sought the 
peace and comfort of a lasting rest. And, to 
make the tale complete, it appears that alleged 
thinking men have combined their wits for the 
purpose of dragging her off the shore and send- 
ing her forth once more upon the weary waste 
of waters. ‘Ihe spectacle of a United States 
naval vessel left to stagger blindly through the 
yeasty waves without a pilot, and at once show- 
ing the workings within her of a something 
greater and subtler than mere instinct by seek- 
ing the only place where a United States naval 
vessel is safe, is at once beautiful and touching. 
But to behold men, who proudly lay claim to 
the possession of the sense and thinking power 
denied to wood and iron, obstinately endeavor- 
ing to force the unhappy vessel once more into 
an element for which she and her sisters know 
they are unfit, is a spectacle full of-sadness too 
deep for tears. 

Wisdom such as the Powhatan has displayed 
should not be its own sole reward. Whether 
it be that knowledge has come to the Powhatan 





with years, or that Neptune, regarding her as 








an old friend, has lifted for her the veil of the 
future and shown her whole families of “ pilots 
of the purple twilight, dropping down their 
costly”? United States men-of-war, will prob- 
ably never be known. ‘The vessel will never 
tell her tale, but let concealment, like the nu- 
merous worms and barnacles, prey upon her an- 
cient keel. But, doubtless, other vessels in the 
navy have as much sense as the Pow/atzan, and, 
if they could do as they pleased, would follow 
her pathetic example. 

These briny veterans should be thought of. 
There are homes for.aged soldiers and sailors. 
Why should there not be refuges for veteran 
ships? As it is, they are heartlessly assigned 
to a damp bed in the slime of some navy-yard, 
where their aged frames are racked by rheu- 
matic pains, and they sink in silent agony to 
their final rest. How much more beautiful it 
would be to see United States naval vessels, 
which have such a deep sense of their unfitness 
for the unkind sea, hauled carefully up on a 
nice dry beach, where the sun could warm and 
cheer their old bones, and they could go to 
pieces in serenity and comfort. 








A CHESTNUT RE-ROASTED. 


One day a flash of lightning struck a mortal — 
The ghost he did n’t yield— 

Above his heart, and in his bosom-pocket 
A Bible was his shield. 


A marvelous deliverance, and worthy 
Of any poet’s rhyme; 
But just suppose that mortal had been reading 
His Bible at the time. 
A DISPATCH SAys: “A. M. Keiley intends to 
come to New York to live.”? To live? This 
is a little early for resurrection-day, isn’t it ? 





A LETTER TO SITTING BULL. 








THE BOY AND THE BULL-DOG. 


Once upon a time a certain little boy Ob- 
served his sister curling her hair around a hot 
poker, and When he saw her golden ringlets 
twist up like Georgia pine shavings, what he 
considered an over-bright Idea struck Him. 

“The folks next door say their pug is Better 
than our bull-dog, because its tail curls over 
Its back so tight. Tl just curl the bull-dog’s 
tail Now, and run him up and down in front 
of their house, and make them feel Mean.’’ 

So he called the Dog, and heated the poker 
until it was alnrost red, in order to get a Good 
curl, Grasping the dog’s tail, he quickly 
Wound it around the Poker; but it was not 
wound Around the poker half as quickly as the 
dog was wound around the boy. He picked 
him up by the Small of his back, and shook 
him out of his Clothes, and left nothing on him 
But his freckles and a look of terror. ‘The 
boy was ‘Then obliged to lie in bed until his 
father could Afford to get him a new suit of 
clothes, which was a month Later. 

The Moral of this little fable teaches us Two 
Things; first, that bright, original ideas are 
dangerous In the hands of people who don’t 
know how to Use them, and, second, that when 
we experiment with a bull-dog, we should- 
Muzzle him before beginning. 








As 1T is now becoming a little too cool for 
bar-tenders to appear, professionally, in the 
light and breezy white-duck jackets used dur- 
ing the reign of the sherry-cobbler and mint- 
julep, it will, no doubt, fill their sensitive souls 
with glee to know that for the paltry price of 
eleven dollars, according to a picturesque ad- 
vertisement, they can have a warranted-to-fit- 
and-wear cork-screw coat. 


Scott Way Succests A COMBINATION LECTURE TOUR TO THE SEDENTARY OLD Sioux. 


I see by the papers that you have withdrawn from the gaze of an | little scheme I want you to consider. I would propose that we join each 
inquisitive public, and have declared your intentions to retire to private | other in a grand lecturing tour of the country, dividing the work be- 


life. 
sweet, to those who can afford it. 


myself, and will continue to do it whilst the grocer is mute. I no longer | ets and scalp the would-be bald-heads. 
try to sway a great people with a column of leaded long-primer once a 
week, and you are no more to stand up to be gazed on at fifty cents per 
You can probably sit in private life longer than I can, because 
the government will whack up some rations and a pair of army-trousers 


gaze. 


Allow me to congratulate you, friend of mine, for private life is 


tear-starting. 





tween us in an equitable sort of way. For instance, I would act as 
I am now enjoying some private life | treasurer, and you could stand at the inner door and receive the tick- 


Then we could go on, the plat- 


| form alternately, you leading off with ten minutes of humor, and I fol- 
lowing with something full of woe and pathos—something extremely 


The double-headed lecture combination is all the rage just now, and 


for you now and then, while it would turn away from me with cold and | I believe that you and I, dear Sit, could give any audience the full 
haughty air if 1 should plead for some rations and army-trousers; but 1 | worth of its money. 
will hold out with you in private life just as long as I can get an occa- | humor would strike an intelligent audience in a brand-new place, and 
sional meal, and keep the inclement atmosphere from crawling through fill them full of strange and thrilling sensations. I am not familiar with 
| the Indian school of humor myself, but 1 have heard that it is painfully 


my system. 


A private life will be sweet to you, friend of mine. I almost envy you | funny—so funny that it has often caused a high death-rate. 


when I[ think how you can put on 
your new number eleven stove-pipe 
hat, and sit and brood in silence over 
the dead past. I might say “the past 
dead,” but 1 would not have you 
love me less. And you have so much 
dead past to think about. Your life 
has been so full of experiences—such 
an aggregation of events - such a wild 
pyrotechnic poem, while mine has 
been so plain and bare and unsatis- 
fying. Probably you have been able 
to kill fifty men who have hitched 
puns to your name, while I have not 
the scalp of a single confirmed pun- 
ster at my girdle. You have so much 
more to fill your life with joy than 1. 

In case we should find private life 
irksome, and should have to hustle 
out into the cold and selfish world 
once again, friend of mine, I have a 





It is quite plain to me that the Sioux school of 


I would 
therefore advise, if you decide to join 
me in this proposed intellectual tour, 
that you do not at first be quite as 
funny as you can be, 

If we should find, after the perform- 
ance has begun, that there is dan- 
ger of fatal results, either to the audi- 
ence or to ourselves, I will let you 
ramble on for awhile in your own pe- 
culiar facetious way, whilst I steal out 
at the back door and meet you later 
a few miles up the railroad-track. 

In case you suffer with ennuz, as 
you sit in private life brooding o’er 
your eventful past, do not forget this 
my proposition, dear old friend of 
mine, and if you decide to join me 
for a grand intellectual tour for fame 
and pelf, address me in care of Puck. 


Scotr Way. 



























































PUCK. 


EDISON OUTDONE. 


Cornelius Hughes, of Ninth Avenue, has invented an appliance which, when attached to an ordinary clock, lights his fire on cold winter mornings, and, 
when the room is sufficiently warm, sounds the alarm, to awake him.—Mew York 7ribune. 


HERE ARE SOME MORE INVENTIONS WHICH CORNELIUS WILL, WITHOUT DOUBT, SOON PERFECT. 























lis baby will be washed by clock-work. 
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When he entertains a friend, clock-work will 
pass the ruby wine. 


\\ ANA 


And when his mother-in-law visits him, he will give 
her a cordial welcome—by clock-work, 








THE CONTRARY SHUTTERS. 


ing, and sit down in your room for that pur- 
pose, it seems strange that the wind will per- 
sist in blowing the blinds shut and darkening 
the room. You open them again, and they are 
slammed back in your face. Once more you 
open them, and they flap back on your fingers 
with all the vigorous snap of a hay-cutter, and 
you conclude that if Fate is against you, you 
will cave in and accept the dark room. 

If the room is too dark for you to read in, it 
is not too dark to sleep in. So you lie down 
on the lounge, and compose yourself for a sweet 
refreshing nap. No sooner do you close your 
eyes than the wind changes, and bang go the 
blinds open against the house, like the wings of 
a spread eagle. ‘The room is as light as day. 
You want to sleep, now, so you arise and count 
what fingers you have left, to see if yo have 
a sufficient number to close the blinds with. 
You think you are properly fixed to make the 
attempt, so vou close both shutters. 

Before you get the window down, bang they 
go open. Then you get one securely closed, 
and just as you are about to fasten the other to 
the catch on the window-sill, the first one shoots 
out and lands against the house with sufficient 
violence to knock down pictures and loosen 


| 

| 

When you want to have a good hour’s read- 
| 

| 

| 








the wall-paper. ‘Then you get both shutters in 


your hands, and draw them in together. When 
they are almost closed, and you feel that you 
are full of victory, they shoot out of your hands 
like two birds, and almost jerk you off your 
feet and over the sill. 

After this you lie on the lounge with your 
book. When the shutters persist in remaining 
closed you sleep, and when they stay wide open 
you read. Then you can feel that you have 
gained a victory over Fate and the contrariety 
of window-shutters. 





PUBLISHERS’ TRADE DESCANT. 





Upon the Lea the Shepard wakes, 
To eat his Dilling ham 

All full of Ginn, upon the Heath, 
Welford can he the dam. 

O’er the Dodd Mead he wanders free, 
And hears with joyous mien 

The merry Houghton Mifflin’ loud— 
The Harper’s tambourine. 


His colly Funk is Wagnall right 
In Crowell glee his tail; 
His Estes Lauriat he swings— 
It catches Holt a rail. 
He seeks his mules, and Putnam up 
He Cupples Upham not— 
But shakes his Haffelfinger as 
He seeks his Lippin cott. 


CURRENT COMMENT. 


Our E. C., the Svv, has a column headed, 
“New Things in the Plays.” In most of the 
plays that are produced in these degenerate 
times, a little good acting and fewer furniture 
effects would be hailed with delight, and uni- 
versally regarded as being worthy of coming 
under the head of “ New from Newville.” 

F, Marion HAs just published a book called 
“The Wonders of Optics.”” We should like 
very much to see this work, to find out why it 
is that a man seldom sees an intimate friend on 
the street, and never misses an enemy or an ob- 
jectionable person that he doesn’t care to meet. 

WE po not know the details of the ancient 
method of casting out devils. You can learn 
all you want to know of the manner of casting 
out devils, to-day, by applying to the foreman 
of any composing-room. 


IF you can’t raise the necessary funds to 
purchase an overcoat, why, go without one and 
keep in the fashionable thoroughfares, because 
‘it’s English, you know.” 

In A FLOURISHING CONDITION—The Writing- 
Master. 
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Puce. 








THE EXCISE LAW* 





MAGIcIAN.—* Ladies and gentlemen, will you please name the sort of liquor you desire me to produce from this 


MUST BE ENFORCED. 


NST, 
et 
nV 


magic-bottle—brandy, whiskey, rum, gin, or sherry wine?” 


RECENTLY-APPOINTED POLICEMAN (on duty at the entertainment ).—‘‘ Hould on—before ye perduce annything 


of the kind out of that, ye’ll perduce yer license, or ye’ll shleep in the station-house this night, d’ye mind!” 


Two Dreams. 
Up and down the wash-board 
Flies the laborer’s wife, 
That’s her only dash-board 
In the ride of life; 
But she works and dreams of him 
Who ’1l return with evening dim. 


Up and down the ladder 
Flies her King of Micks, 

A bright dream makes him gladder 
And lighter makes the bricks; 
He’s dreaming of the hour he ’ll steal 

Homeward for his evening meal, 


THE MAN whose love of charity 
led him to present the city with a 
public drinking- fountain, is not get- 
ting so many good notices from 
dusty and thirsty humanity as he 
did a couple of months ago. 


A BATH-ROBE, gentle Eulalie, is a 
robe worn to the bath-room, just as 
a buffalo-robe is a robe worn while 
hunting buffalos. 





Trex, ‘Trex. 
(After Colonel Foyce.) 
‘Tick, tick, the town-clock runs, 
Tick, tick, the brooklet flows, 
Tick, tick, the telegraph works, 
Tick, tick, the cricket goes. 


Tick, tick, the rain comes down, 
Tick, tick, cheap watches don’t, 





*) SEC. 2.010. 


It shall not be lawful to sell or furnish any wine, beer, or strong or spirituous 


liquors to any person in the auditorium or lobbies of any place of exhibition or performance. 








GREAT SCOTT! 


The stag at eve had drunk its fill, 
The cows had all been fed, 
When danced the moon on Monan’s rill, 
Behind the stable red; 
And deep its midnight lair had made 
The Tom-cat in the woodbine shade. 





But when the sun his ‘beacon red 
Let fly at six serene— 
Had kindled on Benvoirlich’s Head 
The fire with kerosene— 
The deep-mouthed blood-hound’s heavy bay 
Told Scott came home at break of day. 


And faint from further distance borne 
Came ‘¢ biled’’ Sir Walter’s cries— 

Were heard the clanging hoof and horn, 
Mixed up with oily lies. 

And if this dues n’t take the cake, 

Why, read “‘ The Lady of the Lake.” 








SOME DEADLY PARALLELS. 


A new and interesting amusement for readers 
of fiction has just been inaugurated with Mr. 
Brander Matthews’s latest romance, “ ‘The Last 
Meeting.”” ‘This amusement consists in taking 
the author’s types of character and fitting them 
upon the reader’s acquaintances, ang, if pos- 
sible, getting these misfits into a newspaper. 
The novelty of this amusement does not, of 
course, consist in drawing a parallel between a 
writer’s creations and living men and women; 
but in the new process of proclaiming such 
fanciful discoveries from the house-tops, which 
is just about as cheerful for the author as for 
persons whose characteristics he may have hap- 
pened to portray. 

But, in pursuing investigations of this nature, 
a prominent literary sharp—if we may be al- 
lowed to be modern at the expense of rhetorical 
conservatism—has discovered that several re- 
cent novels bear the distinct impress of carica- 
ture, and that all that is necessary to the dis- 
covery of secrets of actual life in these works of 





fiction is simply to obtain the key, when the 
whole cipher at once becomes intelligible. 

As an instance, Anstey’s farcical romance, 
“The ‘Tinted Venus,” is mentioned. As soon 
as we obtain the clue that the revived statue of 
Venus is intended to represent our esteemed 
fellow-citizen, Cyrus W, Field, the entire story 
becomes plain. The author has attempted to 
disguise the identity of Mr. Field by changing 
his sex,"and transporting him to Rosherwich 
Gardens, in the suburbs of London, though every 
sincere American knows that Mr. Field would 
not condescend to visit so plebeian a resort, 
when the gates of Hyde Park are yawning for 
him, and haughty British aristocrats are constant- 
ly sending him notes of invitation to the Coney 
Island gaieties of Kew. We might as well, of 
course, expect to find Mr. Field at a ball of the 
Michael Flynn Chowder Club, at Jones’s Wood, 
as standing on a pedestal in Rosherwich Gardens, 
as he is represented by Anstey; but this shallow 
artifice will not suffice to throw the really in- 
telligent reader off the track. 

We ask Anstey’s American readers to note 
with what fidelity to nature the author has 
painted Miss Matilda, the fiancée of Leander 
‘Tweddle, the barber, as Jay Gould, attempting, 
as in Mr. Field’s case, to disguise his identity 
by changing his sex. Of course, the dullest in- 
tellect at once realizes that Leander represents 
the Metropolitan Elevated Railroad, and we 
can then easily recognize that Braddle and the 
Count are none others than Charles D. Keys 
and Cuthbert Mills, of the Wad? Street Daily 
News. It isa pretty fancy of the author—as 

e find in Chapter IX. of the book—that the 
Celebrated Railroad, upon Mr. Field’s return 
from his frolics with the nobility of England, 
should welcome his presence with demonstra- 
tions of satisfaction; and we see the pathetic 
despair of a noble mind in the reply of the 
Venus, otherwise Mr. Field, as follows: 


«« And you have grieved,” she said, almost tenderly: 
«* You welcome my return with joy! Know, then, Lean- 
der, that I myself feel pleasure in returning, even to such 








Tick, tick, the parson falls, 
Tick, tick, the grocer won’t. 





a roof as this; for little gladness have I had from my 
wanderings. Upon no altar did I see my name shine, 
nor the perfumed flames flicker; the Lydian measures 
were silent and the praise of Cytherea. And everywhere 
I went I found the same senseless troubled haste, and 
pale, mean faces of men, and squalor and tumult; grace 
and joyousness have fled—even from your revelry. 


x 
¥ * 

‘¢Judge me not by this marble exterior, cunningly 

wrought though it be. Charms are mine, more dazzling 


than any your imagination can picture,” 


In following out these parallels, we find the 
prophecy that Matilda (otherwise Jay Gould) 
finally obtains Leander (the Celebrated Road) 
exclusively, and the tinted Venus (otherwise Mr. 
Field) is left out in the cold. Of course, there 
are persons who wall state that the fact that Mr. 
Anstey has never been in America, and pre- 
sumably knows nothing of the schemes of Ameri- 
can financiers, precludes the possibility of his 
having had Mr. Gould and Mr. Field in mind 
when he wrote ‘The Tinted Venus”’; but such 
shallow reasoners should be received with the 
contempt their sophistry deserves. 

“The Rise of Silas Lapham’ is an even more 
marked instance. Howells, as will be seen at 
once, has taken Jacob Sharp and named him 
Silas Lapham, and the Mineral Paint business 
is but a thin disguise for the Broadway Street 
Railroad scheme. It will strike the observant 
reader Instantly that Milton K. Rogers is a car- 
horse, and that Penelope and {frene Lapham 
are respectively the Bleecker Street railroad and 
Mr, Lawson N. Fuller. The consequence is 
that young Corey becomes the martyr - poet 
Squire, and Mrs. Lapham may be readily dis- 
tinguished as a disguise for Judge Van Brunt, 
of the Supreme Court. Hypercritical hair- 
splitters maintain that, because Howells’s book 
was written a year or two before Mr. Sharp’s 
Broadway scheme was made public, the parallel 
cannot be logically drawn; but their arguments 
are too frivolous to merit serious consideration. 


F. MARSHALL WHITE. 





















































A woman who has the patience to make a 
crazy- quilt composed of eight million nine 


hundred and sixty-seven thousand nine hun- | 


dred and forty-seven pieces of silk, and, after 
finishing it, embroider on it about as many 
more objects, consisting of lutes, birds, roses, 
stars, vines, guitars, wine-glasses, and every- 
thing else that she considers a capricious fan- 
tasy, might be justly said to be fit to yoke ur 
with a man endowed with the patience of half- 
a-dozen Jobs. But, strange as it may seem, the 
great crazy-quilt performance is not u sure in- 
dication of absolute patience. 

‘There are many small trifling things that 
show this same woman to be anything but pa- 
tient. Just let a mysterious box come to the 


house during the day for her husband—just a | 


trifling little three-by-two box that she didn’t 
know was coming—and she will simply die to 
know the nature of the contents. After getting 
all the information possible out of the express- 
man, she will prance up and down the hall 
eyeing the case, and trying to satisfy herself 
whether it is a glassware box, a dry-goods box. 
or a grocer’s box. She will turn it over and 
over on the floor and in her mind, and the 
more she can’t satisfy herself what it is, the less 
patient she becomes. She knows her husband 
will be home in a few hours, and then she will 
know all; but she cannot wait. 





A WOMAN'S PATIENCE. 


In her great despair she taps the box with 
| the carving-fork, and breaks the prongs trying 
| to pry the cover up just far enough to enable 
her to look through and find out whether the 
internals are packed in cotton or straw. It is 
a terrible and trying time. At the bedside of 
a dying person both near and dear she couldn’t 
display greater anxiety. Her first and only 
infant playing on the railroad-track, with an 
unlimited express coming at the rate of a mile 
a minute, could not fill her countenance with a 
more pathetic expression of distress. She sits 
down and looks at it, and wrings her hands, 
and calls her husband a real mean old thing, 
and various other names, for not telling her it 
was coming and what it was. Just like a man, 
she thinks, to do such a ghing. 

‘The dog comes in, and in skirmishing around 
notices the box. He immediately begins to 
smell it as industriously as the woman gazes at 
it. ‘Then he looks up at her, and then back at 
the box. This drives her almost deranged. 
She thinks the dog has scented the contents of 
the box, and looks at her in a vain endeavor 
to tell her how happy or how disappointed she 
will be when it is opened. He goes through 
this act repeatedly, and then runs out on the 
lawn, where other dogs congregate around him. 
The tears fairly pour down her cheeks as she 
looks out, satisfied that the dog not only knows 














THE BRICKBAT. 





Out on the telegraph-pole a little cock-sparrow is sitting, 
Chirping away in the sun, and feeling uncommonly happy, 
When up steps a wicked small boy, who holds in his right hand 


a brickbat, 


And, taking deliberate aim, lets it fly at the innocent minstrel. 


As swift as a sky-rocket darts to the sky when its caudal is lighted, 
As swift as a meteor skims o’er the bosom of heaven in summer, 
That brick through the silent air curves along; but it hits not the 


sparrow, 


But over the telegraph-pole goes crashing through Barberry’s window. 


Soon Barberry comes to the door, and, observing a small boy cavorting 
For all he is worth down the pike, at a glance sees the whole situation, 
And picks up a pole and flies and grabs that small boy by the ringlets, 
And the pole can be heard for miles as it falls on the miscreant’s jacket. 


Not soon will that little boy hurl a brickbat near any one’s window, 
Because ‘twill be more than a month before he ’I] be able to amble, 
And the cock-sparrow sings in his mirth, as he thinks of the little 


adventure: 


«Tl bet there ’s another one now who’s eternally down on the sparrow.” 








Auswers for the Aurious. 


F, F. V.—You have doubtless produced a very beautiful work of licerary 
art; but we don’t care much for a humorous poem that has nothing but its 





pathos to recommend it. 


JEROME JORKINS.—It isn’t much good as an Autumn Poem; but if you 
can somehow patch it up and hammer it into a Winter Idyll, we’l] put it in tie 


refrigerator and try to use it in January or February. 


SACHET.—The first chilly snow-flakes of the inclement season are upon us. 
There are no birds in 
Why should you select this particular time to add to the 


The trees are leafless. 
last year’s nests. 
world’s great heritage of gloom? 


Ice coats the sluggish ponds. 


YOSEMITE J)M.—No, we shan’t return your manuscript. 


to protect ourselves with. 








ONCE a merry bumble-bee 

Said ** Good-morning ” in the lea 

To another golden bumble, 

Across whom he chanced to tumble. 
Then the Yankee bumble-bee: 


«¢ None of your French lugs with me; 


I’m a Yankee from Skowhegan, 


1 And my name is Michael Regan.” 
Then a pitched battle commenced, and lasted, with great vigor, until the 
combatants were frightened away by a boy who came along shouting: 


“Here you are, PICKINGS FROM Puck!” 


Of all newsdealers, (Second Crop,) twenty-five cents.—Adv.* 


If you ever threaten us with another, we shall send 
that first one to the vigilance committee of your district, and the subsequent 
proceedings will be on, or about two inches under, your own head. 


Said the other bumble-bee: 

“*T1 fait beau temps aujourd'hui,” 
§ Each word murmured in italic: 
«Fe suis Gallic—je suis Gallic.” 
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* Always Delightfully Vivacious. 























what’s in the box, but is actually spreading the 
information broadcast among his associates, 
Her feelings are not improved by the fact that 
the dogs are all perfectly indifferent on the sub- 
ject which thrills her to the very core. 

Then the box is hefted by the servant, who 
increases the mystery by mentioning that it 
might contain a hundred different things, ac- 
cording to the weight. In a fit of despair she 
throws herself on the couch, and thinks and 
thinks and thinks as only a woman can think, 
Then she cescends to the hall, and looks over 
every inch of the box again and again, in a vain 
search for a trade-mark or some other clue, 

Finally she can contain herself no longer. Her 
husband will be home from the city in half-an- 


hour. But half-an-hour, in such a case, is eter- 
nity. In her ill-humor she imagines the dinner 


is burned, and refuses to allow the cook to go 
out that night. Then she puts on her things, 
runs around to the station, and waits breath- 
lessly for the train that will bring her lord and 
a solution of the awful, soul-stirring mystery. 








“FARMERS SELDOM fail,”’ observes an agricul- 
tural paper. Did our esteemed contemporary 
ever observe a farmer try to make money out 
of a patent right ? 





The Days of Blue Laws and Miracles are Past. 












JosHuA Crosspy.—‘+I command the Sum, the Wor/d, the Star, and all the 
other daily papers to stand still on Sunday!” 
Cuorus OF Epirors.—‘‘Not this Sunday—some other Sunday!” 
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Mary had a little doll, 
(There ’s nothing strange in that,) 
Its wool was white, like other dolls’, 
Its little nose was flat. 
Its cheeks were red as roses are, 
Its eyes the kind that shut, 
Its dress pinned on—it seemed, in short, 
A common dolly— 
But— 
When round its dainty waist she felt, 
And touched a hidden spring, 
It warbled, underneath its belt: 
«I’m saw-dust when I sing.” 








HELP FOR MR. PAUL. 





Mr. Howard Paul, who is about to publish in 
a volume a collection of “Smart ‘Things by 
Bright Children,” makes a request through the 
columns of a morning newspaper for assistance. 
Says he, “sincerely, if not grammatically ” 


‘©If any fond parent among your readers will spare a 
few moments to jot down a clever or cute saying of their 
little ones, and will further take the trouble to send them 
to me, I shall be glad to receive them, and, if possible, in- 
sert them in the volume in question.” 


With a view of assisting Mr. Paul in his efforts 
to immortalize the wit of the coming generation, 
Puck takes pleasure in sending to the gifted 
compiler a few letters from fond parents, which, 
through their courtesy, it has been enabled to 
transcribe. ‘They read as follows: 


NEw York, November 16th, 1885. 
Dear Sir: 

Our little tot, Millie, just six years and four days old, 
was sitting at the table this morning with her papa and 
myself, 

‘« Millie,” said her papa, noticing that the dear child 
appeared to be waiting for something: ‘¢ what do you 
want?” 

‘¢ More bread,”’ replied the child. 

‘More what ?” asked the father, expecting that, of 
course, she would say, ‘‘ More bread, I thank you,”’ as she 
had been taught. 

«* More bread,” said Millie, without a smile. 

Her father pardoned her want of manners on account 
of her wit. Mrs. SHALLOWPATE,. 


HosokENn, November 17th, 1885. 
Mr. Paul.—Dear Sir: 





We have the sweetest little cherub in the world. She 


was just four years old on the fourteenth day of last 
March. The other evening little Flossie—that is our dar- 
ling’s name— put her chubby hands behind her back, and 
lisped to me: 

** Mama, which hand will ’oo take?” 

I smiled at her, and said, * I’ll take that one,” indi- 
cating the left hand. Then she held both hands in 
front of her, and what do you suppose? 

There was nothing in either of them. The little tot 
was deceiving me. Don’t you think that is cute? 


Very truly, 








PUCK. 





SMITHTOWN, L. I., November 2oth, 1885. 
Dear Mr. Howard Paul: 

Sammy is my oldest boy. He was seven a few weeks 
ago. Sammy goes to school in our village, and the 
teacher says he is the brightest boy she ever saw. That 
is a good deal for a teacher to say, zsz’t it? Last Monday 
my husband called Sammy to him. 

*©You are studying real hard, ain’t you, Sammy?” 
said he. 

** Yes, sir,”’ said my son. 

«« Are you learning much arithmetic?” 

** Yes, sir.” 

«* You ought to know a great deal now.” 

*« Yes, sir.” 

“© Well, Sammy, can you tell me how much a bushel 
of oats would cost, at two cents a pint?” 

«©Oh,” replied the youngster: ** come off de roof!” 

Now, I think that was real cute. So does Mr. Smith, 
and I hope you will use it in your book. 

Mks. FANNIE SMITH. 


Mount VERNON, N. Y., November 23rd, 1885. 
Mr. Paul: 

Our darling Susy is not quite three years, three months 
old. She has the sweetest blue eyes you ever saw. Last 
week Susy was sitting on the floor surrounded by her 
playthings. 

** Mama,” said she, looking up at me—I was sewing 
by the table, as I always do in the afternoon—* what is 
heaven?” 

‘* Heaven,” I said: ‘*is where the good people go 
when they die.” 

«« Will I go there?” she asked. 

«*T hope so, my dear,” I said. 

«* Well,” said she, after a long pause: ‘then I suppose 
I shall have two pieces of pie every day for dinner?” 

«« Why?” I asked, amused at her inquiry. 

*« Because I always have two pieces of pie for dinner 
when I'm good.” 

We think that was very funny, and so will you when 
you consider what a little girl she is. 

Mrs. JOHN JONES. 


No. oo Broabway, November 22nd, 1885. 
H. Paul, Esq.—Dear Sir: 

Your adv. in the Whirled duly read, and I reply 
herewith. Our son James, aged six years, four months 
and two days, was in my house, No. 10,000 Madison 
Avenue, last week, getting ready for schuol. He was 
shouting loudly, and I reproved him. 

‘‘ James,” said I: ‘what sort of voice do you call 
that—a wheelbarrow tone or a bass ?” 

‘‘ Neither, dad,” he replied: «it’s an invoice.” 

I expect to see this in your book. Inclosed please 
find sight draft on Nat. Com. Bank for $8.75 (eight dol- 
lars and seventy-five cents), in payment for the same. 

Very truly yours, 
James P. Dopsins. 








A DELICATE LITYLE girl, just returned from 
a farm, where she had been sent to spend the 
summer for her health, said: 

“The pump out there gives milk.” 

“Tt does ?”? asked her mother. 

“Ves, I saw the farmer pump into a can, 
and I looked in it and saw nothing but milk.” 


ALways A F1zzLE—Opening a Bottle of Soda. 





A RECIPE FOR PUMPKIN-PIES. 


A subscriber writes to his favorite journal, 
asking how to make the same kind of pumpkin- 


' pies that were made when he was a boy, and 
eaten on ‘Thanksgiving Day. 


We regret to 
chill his desire for knowledge, but it is our duty 
todoso. They can’t be made. They don’t 
grow the same kind of pumpkins now. ‘The 


} sun never shines down on the old corn-field 


the same way it did thirty odd years ago. 

There has come some sort of change over 
the climate that scientists all recognize, and that 
bears a polysyllabic name that he wouldn’t un- 
derstand any better than we do. If he doesn’t 
believe it, let him walk out, some summer after- 
noon, between the towering rows of nodding 
corn-stalks, and note the difference. It is hot- 
ter than it used to be, and not half so invigor- 
ating. ‘Then, the soil has changed, too, It 
sticks to his boots in a way that was unknown 
to his bare feet in those days of the very long 
ago. ‘The pumpkins are still there, we sup- 
pose. Market-reports and the columns of coun- 
try newspapers still chronicle their growth and 
the enormous sizes they attain, as of yore; but 
the flavor! That has gone as irretrievably as 
the mud-pies which used to turn their brown 
sides up to the sun when all of us were young. 
The pumpkins of the present day are squash- 
like in taste, thin, watery, and unsatisfactory. 
The crust of the pie is hard, soggy and indi- 
gestible. 

The flour and the ovens are changed, too. 
And, although this is an age of progress, the art 
of pie-making has not kept up with its fellow- 
arts in the march of improvement. Perhaps 
this is owing to the introduction of the stove, 
and the abolition of the old-fashioned brick 
oven, ‘There was something about those old 
brick ovens that gave the pie-crust a flakiness 
and tenderness which is noticeable in modern 
pies principally by its absence. 

No, the old-fashioned pumpkin-pie has passed 
away. It belongs to a bygone age. In its 
place we have machine-made pies, put up by 
the gross and carted around in wagons. The 
only way for our knowledge-thirsting friend to 
taste again these viands of the past is for him 
to seat himself beside his grate, some cool Fall 
evening, light his pipe, close his eyes, and dream 
of the old farm-house among the hills and the 
Thanksgiving dinner of his boyhood, when his 
grandmother presided over the table, and the 
pumpkin-pie came on in a tin dish, square at 
the corners, and deep enough to hold ten dozen 
of the pie-plates of the present day. This may 
not satisfy his hunger and sustain life, but it is 
the only way that the man of the present can 
ever hope to taste the pumpkin-pie of the boy 
of the past generation. B. 








A LITTLE ALLEGORY— 


























Mrs. GusstE TOODLES. PORTRAYING TEMPTATION LEADING CONCEIT. 
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A NATURAL INFERENCE. 





FALLEN MEADOW-BROOK HUNTER (¢o Small Rustic).— 
‘¢ Hi, Johnny, have you seen the hunt anywhere?” 
S. R.—** Whatcher huntin’—hosses?”—ZE xchange. 


and if they are all genuine, Booth’s act 
was less heinous than is generally sup- 
posed; for, if each member of that 
memorable audience had followed the 
President’s example, the company would 
have been forced to disband in order 
to pay the printers, 

‘There are some seventeen hundred 
houses, three thousand cords of season- 
ed logs, and a million and a half canes 
in existence which have been manufact- 
ured from the elm-tree under whose 
spreading branches William Penn and 
the Indians made their famous treaty. 
And last, but by no means least, there 
is enough old mahogany furniture that 
came over in the Mayflower in New 
England to-day to fill every nook and 
corner in every ship, large and small, 
now in existence. 

Contrast this spirit of progress with 
that of England! 

The British Crown, to save itself from 
eternal destruction, could not produce 








YANKEE ENTERPRISE. 


There was recently sold at public auction in 
this city the gold watch which John André 
wore when he was arrested on Mr. Cyrus W. 
Field’s farm. A reporter of Puck, who hap- 
pened to attend the sale, was very much in- 
terested in the matter, owing to the fact that 
he is a large stock-holder in a close corpora- 
tion which manufactures just such articles for 
the use of collectors of revolutionary dric-d- 
brac. This André watch was all the more 
interesting because, unlike the signet-ring that 
Washington wore when crossing the Delaware, 
it is, up to date, the only watch that André 
had on his person when arrested. The future 
will doubtless show that the British spy carried 
three in each of his pockets, with several cases 
full beside; but until it was definitely decided 
that the defunct officer carried such an article 
at all, the curiosity-manufacturing company hes- 
itated to put its wares on the market. 

The price of the André time-piece, five hun- 
dred dollars, shows that there is a peculiar value 
attaching to such articles, and, as the press rep- 
resentative of the company, the reporter can 
officially announce to the trade that there will 
soon be ready a large invoice of watches bear- 
ing the name John André, and accompanied 
by affidavits proving conclusively that André 
wore them all, and had them in constant use 
when attending to such business as he had on 
Mr. Field’s premises, These will be sold at a 
largely reduced rate, and may be had in three 
styles, viz.: rolled- gold, stem-winding; silver, 
with blue enamel facing, and a portrait of An- 
dré’s fiancée glued on the crystal; and open- 
faced, key-winding. A nice chain, to go with 
this article, will be made of silver strands from 
the first Atlantic cable, and a seal made from 
the rock of the shattered monument erected 
by a staunch friend and admirer of the de- 
ceased British soldier. 

While on this subject, it may be of interest 
to the reader to look over the statistics of 
American curiosities, and, by a comparison with 
those of England, show how much further ad- 
vanced we are in this particular than the mo- 
ther country, in spite of our youth, 

A carefully compiled table shows that Gen- 
eral Washington, when crossing the Delaware, 
wore fifteen thousand seal-rings on his right 
hand. Benedict Arnold escaped from the coun- 
try wearing one hundred and fifty-three pairs 
of spurs. Thomas Jefferson made sixty-two 
first drafts of the Declaration of Independence, 
exclusive of the copy now kept by the people 
of Philadelphia. here are in existence to-day 
sixteen hundred programmes which President 
Lincoln held in his hand when he was shot— 





more than two Magna Charters, to-day. 
All the diplomacy of the Liberal party could 
not bring other nations to see that the British 
Museum possesses more than twenty-five suits 
of clothes worn by the Princes at the time of 
their suppression in the Tower; and as for such 
other curiosities as necklaces of Lady Jane 
Grey, last gutographs of Charles the First, and 
swords of Oliver Cromwell, their sum total 
would not equal thirty thousand. 

What a pitiful showing! 

Englishmen may claim that we have no past; 
but they must acknowledge, in the light of facts 
herein set forth, that we have a splendid present 
and a dazzling future. 

SHAK JONES, 








Puck sends this wild, exultant shout 
To Yankee, Greek and Scot: 

«¢ The German ANNUAL is out, 
The English ANNUAL ’s not.” 


And he would say to all the land: 
*‘One thing you must remember— 

The English ANNUAL on each stand 
Will be in mid-December.” 


A NEW BANKRUPT LAW. 
By Witiiam McMicuagt, Counsellor at Law, 
265 Broadway, New York. 


In a concise brief of two pages the author has stated the rea- 
sons for a New Bankrupt ow and what its leading provisions 
should be. Copies of the briet may be obtained without charge 
upon application by postal card to the above address. 33 











LAFERME CIGARETTES.—100 Cigarettes, assorted, 
mailed free to any address in U. S. on receipt of $2. 
318 Eckmeyer & Co., Sole Agents, 42 Beaver St., N. ¥. 


FOR THE BEST MUSIC BOXES. 








H. GAUTSCHI & SONS, Mifgrs., 1030 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia. 





NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 


We have on hand a large number of Advertising Cuts, 
furnished us from time to time by our Advertising Pa- 
trons, and which we desire to dispose of, previous to re- 
moval to our new quarters. We request our friends whose 
Cuts we hold to inform us what disposition they wish us 
to make of them. Such Cuts as we do not hear about by 
December 25th will be destroyed! 

The Publishers of Puck. 





BOUND VOLUMES OF PUCK. 
Back Numbers of Puck, from Vol. VII. upward, if 
in good condition, will be exchanged for corresponding 
bound Volumes in 


Cloth for - $1.25. 
Half Morocco for 2.00. ' 


Cloth Covers for binding Puck, 75c.; by mail, $1. 
To Canada per Express, $1.25. 
Address, OFFICE OF PUCK, 
New York. 


Below is a fac-simile of the Bottle of 
The Genuine 


Fred. Brown’s 
GINGER, 


SEE THAT STRIP OVER CORK IS UNBROKEN. 
][———— 
——_SIZE REDUCED ONE-FOURTH. 
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—FOR— 
Cramps, Colic, Stomach-Ache, 


Indigestion, etc. 





LO THE PUBLIC. 
OUR STOCK OF 
DOMESTIC & IMPORTED WOOLENS 
HAS NEVER BEEN SURPASSED. 
The Latest Designs. Newest Colorings. 
Business Sutts to order from $20.00 


Trousers s “s 5.00 

Dress Suits 6 «30.00 

Fall Overcoats 66 ‘“ 18.00 
* 


Wa Seulorv- 


Nos. 145, 147, 149 Bowery 
and 
No. 771 BROADWAY, 
Opposite Stewart's, New York. 


Samples and rules for self-measurement sent on application, 
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BAUS PIANOS 


In Use at the Grand Conservatory of Music 


PRICES LOW. TERMS EASY. 
WAREROOMS: 


58 WEST 23rd STREET, NEW YORK. 


EPPS’S 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING, 


COCOA 


Noenold 
Constable K2 Co, 


NDUVEAUTES DE PARIS. 


In all Wool and Silk and Wool 
effects in Novelty Dress Fabrics. 
Select styles in Handsomely 
Embroidered Robes for Street 
or Evening Wear. Special im- 
portation of Rich Silk, Plush 
and Velvet Fronts, Sashes, etc. 


Broadway K 19tb ot. 


Wew York. 
























GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1879. 
BAKER’ 


Breakfast Cocoa. 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil has been removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
} and istherefore far more economi- 
cal, costing less than one cent a 
cup. It is delicious, nourishing, 
strengthening, easily digested, and 
admirably adapted for invalids as 
well as for persons in health. 
Sold by Grocers everywhere. 


W. BAKER & CO., Dorchester, Mass, -s 





CARD PRESS $8.00 
CIRCULARSIZE $8.55 KELSEY & CO. 


Meriden, Conn. 


33° 
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every subject for P BLY 'EXHIBITIONS, = 
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Lanterns for Home Amusement. 


MCALLISTER, Mfg. ¢ 











Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the W orld, put up in hand- 
some boxes. All strictly pure, Suitable 
for presents, Try itonce. 
Address 


Cc. os a TPRTNER, OS onfectioner, 


78 Madison . Chicago. 





Numbers 9, 10, 2%, 140 and 168 of the English 


WESTWARD-HO! 
*¢Oh, where are you going, my pretty maid?” 
««T ’m going to Bismarck, sir,” she said: 
“A town far away in Dakota.” 


«¢ May I go with you, my pretty maid?” 
*¢ There are too many men there now,”’ she said: 
*¢I ’m told, for the feminine quota.” 


«¢ And what will you do there, my pretty maid?” 
*¢ Oh, that was settled long since, sir,’’ she said: 
‘¢T shall marry a wealthy young farmer.” 


*¢ Are you going alone there, my pretty maid?” 
«‘ There ’s a couple of thousand behind me,” she said: 
*¢ But I am the charmingest charmer.” 


*¢Oh, why don’t you marry here, my pretty maid?” 
*¢’Cause no one has asked me to, sir,’”’ she said: 
**And Iam a couple and twenty.” 


«¢ But why do you hurry so, my pretty maid?” 
‘¢’Tis a race for a man, you know, sir,” she said: 
**And I must get there while they ’re plenty.” 
— Columbus Dispatch. 


A MAN carrying a cross-cut saw and a broad- 
axe called at the office of a New York daily 


‘paper, a few days ago, and applied for a posi- 


tion on the artistic staff. He said he was a 
lumberman from Wisconsin, had had fifteen 
years’ experience in chopping wood, and he 
thought he could hack out a few illustrations 
for the paper which would be a marked im- 
provement over those it had recently published. 
As strange as it may appear, he was not en- 
gaged.— Norristown Herald. 


Papa (soberly).—“‘That was quite a mon- 
strosity you had in the parlor last evening.” 

Maud (ettled).—“ Indeed! ‘That must de- 
pend upon one’s understanding of the term 
‘monstrosity.’ ” 

Papa (thoughtfully).—“ Weli, two heads upon 
one pair of shoulders, for example.””—JSing- 
hampton Republican. 





She stood at the gate in the late Sprinz twilight, and when she 
said good-bye, she felt neuralgia kiss her rosy cheek: but she only 
—a - her mother had invested 25 cents in a bottle of Salva- 
tion Oi 





Angostura Bitters is a household word all over the world. 
For over 50 years it has advertised itself by its merits. It 1s now 
advertised to warn the public against counterfeits. The genuive 





article is manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 


THE CELEBRATED 


© ttn O8 


ARE AT PRESENT THE MOST POPULAR 
AND PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS. | | 
WAREROOMS: | 

149, 151, 153, 155 East 14th Street, N. Y. | 


SOHMER & CoO. 


CHICACO. ILL.: NO. 209 WABASH AVENUE. 


SANDIFER, 


(Formerly Under Fifth Avenue Hotel), 
Fifth Ave. Diamond Jeweler 
and Bric a Brac, 


Twenty-Seventh Street and Broadway. 
82-OPEN IN THE EVENING UNTIL CHRISTMAS. 321 
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Ss P Cc Ss 
SPALDINGC’S PEERLESS CLUB SKATE. 
THE FINEST Ice Skate yet produced The material used in the manufacture of these Skates 
is of the very best welded, tempered and polished steel blades, with cut sheet steel foot boards and 
clamps. The fastening is adjusted by means cf a double (right and left) screw, which, with the lever 
makes the quickest and most secure fastening ever invented. The foot board is made in one piece 
thereby insuring increased strength and firmness. We make in lengths from 8 to 1134 inches, 


sent by registered mail upon receipt of pric. 


No. | 
$4.50 


NICKEL 





SPECIAL OFFER —In order to introduce the Skate and as a test of ? the value of this paper as an 
advertising medium, any person cutting out this advertisement and inclosing with it $4.00 for No. 1 
P erless Club or $5 00 for No. 0 Peerless Club, we will forward Skates by mail prepaid. Every pair 
and can be returned before using, if not entirely satisfactory. We maxce this offer only 
until January 1, 1886. Write your name and address plainly. Mention PUCK. 


A. C. SPALDING & BROS., ; 


warranted 


PATENTED 
AUG. II. 1885. 


No. 0 
$5.50 
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Puck will be bought at this office at 10 cents per copy. 








{ a 


THE 
BEST HAIR DRESSING 


COCOAINE 


. lt kills Dandruff; promotes the 
rowth of the Hair,cures Scald Head 


nd all Irritation of the Scalp. | 


JOSEPH BURNETT & CO., BOSTON, MAS89. 
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IT was a tiny little bird 
That sat upon a tree S ~~ 

And warbled from her throbbing throat A M B 0’ S E ST| M 0 N IAL , | 
Her trifling minstrelsy, 

A crouching, creeping ‘Thomas-cat 
Gazed at her from below, 

But she sang on and paid no heed 
Unto her cruel foe. 

And nearer crept the Thomas-cat 
And then he made a spring— 

The hapless bird was in his mouth! 
But ceased not yet to sing. 

Oh! then chaste music’s holy charm 
Itself made felt ere long; 

The cat released the singer, which 
Still chanted its clear song. 

Ah, baffled cat! ah, happy bird! 
Ah, music’s wondrous power! 

The bird, though, was a pretty toy, 
Which, wound up, sang an hour! 

— Boston Post. 


SIXTY-THREE of the students of Wesleyan 
University, Ohio, were severely reprimanded 
tor attending a performance of “ Richard IIL.” 
The faculty of the college, it is inferred, labor 
under the impression that “ Richard III” is a 
spectacular drama, with a ballet of thirty-three 
young ladies of assorted ages and no skirts.— 
Norristown Herald. 













It is stated that some fellow is about to in- 
troduce a dynamite-proof, indestructible monu- 
ment, for the benefit of Americans who wish to 
honor English traitors. It is highly probable 
that one such monument will supply the de- 
mand.—WVorristown Herald. 





A younc Indian has applied for admission 
to West Point, which shows, if he knows any- 
thing about the life of that institution, that he 
has no desire to become civilized.—Lowel/ 
Citizen, 





PRESIDENT SEELYE, of Amherst College, was 
in Congress, and recalls with pride that his elec- 
tion cost him only five cents. ‘I'reated to one 
beer, we mgpen.— Ae California. 

Meveferd’s Acid Phosphate 
Drank with Soda Water 
is delicious. All druggists have it. It is refreshing and 
cooling. Try it often! 











NOVELTIES, 
MACAZINES AND NEWSPAPERS 
At wholesale prices to Agents only. Send 2c. stamp for Illus- 


trated Catalogues. Agents wanted everywhere. Big pay 
356 Address; THEO. F. LANE, Meriden, Conn. 


FAVORITE 


Reclining and 
i Rolling Chairs 





SWAIN Se 






Cay ee "MATCHLESS FoR UM Connuensnin 7s 
ce Leena Socially draun by HSMARKS Rh fore Stefrietor of PARS SOAP 


paper) for Illustr’d 
Catalogue. 

STEVENS CHAIR 6). 

$-6th St. Pittsburg, Pa 


O persons whose skin is delicate or sensitive to changes in the weather, winter or summer, Pears’ Transparent Soa ap is in- 
267 valuable, as, on account of its emollient, non-irritant character, Redne ss, Roughness and Chapping are prevented, and a 





clear appearance and soft, velvety condition maintained, and a good healthful and attractive complexion ensured. Its 
agreeable and lasting perfume, beautiful appearance, and soothing properties, commend it as the greatest luxury and most 
elegant adjunct to the toilet. 
5 MAK IR G 
SEG UH S HAIR $0 A jab pecan Pears’ Transparent Soap is recommended as absolutely pure, free from excess of Alkali (soda), and from artificial 
FALLING OUT, Cures Baldness, Dandruff, Headache 








coloring matter. It is delightfully perfumed, remarkably durable, may be used to the thinness of a wafer, so that there is 
no waste, and has been in good repute nearly 100 years and obtained Seven International Awards. It is now for sale by 


Neuralgia hi Heat a § s 
and Neuralgia: stops Itching. H ne Sele ee druggists and fancy-goods dealers throughout the United States. 


| 

$/.00 PER: CAKE, POST-PAID. Ask your Barber for it 
GERMAN RECIPE CO.. PO.BOX EFF. N. Y. | 

| 


$6 - $8 = te selling the —— ™ Wy VINEYARD 
oa Holder. Best aY NICK ake 











OLLER SKATE. 
Pmewemy Action. Lev er 
Clamp Fastening. Rev 










America. Every family buys them id r el ing Axles. Handsome, 
us Noise- 
Sample and Agents Price List by mail. l6cts. in 2-cent less and Easy Running. The tx ~=t Skate ever made f 
Stamps. W. Hasseigacn, Lock Box F.51, Sandusky, O. *°4 prevete use. Buited 16 the beginner or expert. Se nt by 





xpress: on receipt of price, $6.00. food for Catalogue 
oller Skates, etc. A. @ SPALDING & BROs., 
Saanestaliites Chicago. 239 el N.Y. 
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_THE |E‘ CHEAPEST AND BEST |! { 
ae ee 


Obtained at moderate fees. Interferences Conducted, Opin- 
ions rendered as to scope and validity. Speci ial facilities for ob- 


} taining Foreign Patents. No charge for Pre'iminary Searches if 
,(e)Ye) NGIRA ) G © °} Patent is secured. Special attention given to securing broad and 

} 
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STEEL PENS 


SotoBrALL DEALERS THROUGHOUT Ine WORLD, 























J roy oN Y,] 40) Vin -7N- 10> 4-lok-} hale) Pal t2 9 valuable Claims. Satisfaction guaranteed. Highestand mostre- | | 
sponsible references Circulars and Book of !nstructions free on | | 
| » 67 ? PARK PLACE,NEW YORK application. R, G. DUBOIS & CO., Patent Attorneys, 
; gg ius —ANb | Mg | 
| CARDS | eee | WASHINGTON. 
4 ana ere 2° Ste . ’ 9 WE. = _— 
; t’ H Extra terms to Agents. 
. . ” ° eo é 0 TS G wD ©) 4 ry. 
“ Superior to any other published.”"—PAila. Ev. Cail. its CAUSES and CURE, by one who Gen. Grant's Memoirs. ’ ko 
was deaf twenty-eight years. Treated by most of 





the noted specialists of the day with no benefit. 


L 2 1 Tn- 
HONETIS SHORTHAND =. by Mail $6. CURED HiMsktF in three mont! d since then hundreds of 
W.W. OSGOODBY, ‘FOR SELF: INSTRUCTION. by same process. Apiain, chagie and qusnenetel cee FOR ALL! $5 to $8 per day easily 
Pub., Rochester, N.Y. 7 Address T. 8S. E WORK made, ro outfit FREE, Address: 


. PAG 
Circulars, Testimonials, Specimen Pages, &c. 337 326 128 East 26th St, New York City. 258) ICKERY, Augusta, Maine. 
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HUMILIATING 
ERUPTIONS 


ITCHING 
AND 
BURNING 


TORTURES 





AND EVERY SP8CIES oF ITcHING, Scaly, Pimply, Inherited, Scro- 
fulous and Contagious Diseases of the Blood, SKin and Scalp, with 
Loss of Hair, from infancy to old age, are positively cured by the 
CuticurA ReMepIrs. i 

Curtcura RESOLVENT, the new blood purifier, cleanses the blood 
and perspiration of impurities and poisonvus elements, and re- 
moves the cause. E ; 

Curicura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and 
Inflammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Sores, and restores 
the Hair. ; : oa F 

Cuticura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier, is indispensable in 
treating Skin Diseases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Chapped 
and Oily Skin. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50c.; RESOLVENT, $-; 
Soap, 25¢. Prepared by the Porter DruG anp Cuemicat Co., 
Boston, Mass. : ’ _ 

Sap Send for “* How to Cure Skin Diseases. 





ous Pains, instantly relieved by the Curicura Anti-Pair 
Plaster. 25¢. 


CONTAGIOUS! 


I am a native of England, and while I was in that 
country I contracted a terrible blood poison, and for 
two years was under treatment as an out-door patient 
at Nottingham Hospital, England, but was not cured. 
I suffered the most agou.izing pains in my bones, and 
was covered with sores all over my body and limbs. 
Finally 1 completely lost all hope in that country, 
and sailed for America, and was treated at Roose- 
velt in this city, as well as by a prominent physician 
in New York having no connection with the hospitals. 

I saw the advertisement of Swift’s Specific, and I 
Cetermined to give ita trial. I took six bottles, and 
I can say with great joy that they have cured me en- 
tirely. i am as sound and well as | ever was in my 
life. L. FRED HALFORD. 

New York City, June 12th, 1885. 


Treatise on Blood and Skin Diseases mailed free. 
Tue Swirt Speciric Co., Drawer 3, Atlanta, Ga. 
N. Y., 157 W. 23d St. 


IR. Ruevumaric, Neuralgic, Sciatic, Sudden, Sharp and Nerv- 











. ang MET “as 3 Oa 
“Nothing without Labor.” 


HOREHOUND&TAR 


FOR THE CURE OF 
COUCHS, COLDS, DIFFICULT BREATHING AND 
ALL AFFECTIONS OF THE THROAT, BRONCHIAL 
— a LUNCS, LEADING TO CONSUMPTION. 
e’s Honey of Horehound r is wonderfully reme- 
dial fn all cases where the organs of wnd.end phd dese ond ite action 
is rapid. It contains nothing that can disorder the stomach, and has an 
agreeable flavor. Three sizes, 25 cents, 50 cents, and ${ per bottle; 
largest, cheapest. SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTs. 

Clenn’s Sulphur Soap—The most effective external Remedy ex- 
tant forthe cure of skin Risener, and for beautifying the complexion. Mold 
by druggists, 25 cents; 3 cakes 60 cents, and by majl for 6 cents extra per 
cake for postage. 

C. N. CRITTENTON, Proprietor, New York. 








State if you wish 
this book in Eng. 
lish or German, 








WORTH 
SENDING FOR 


Dr. J. H. Schenck has just published a boo! 


DISEASES OF THE LUNGS 


and HOW THEY CAN BE CUR 

which he offers to send FREE, post-paid, pa 

Plicants, Jt contains valuable information for all who 

suppose themselves afilicted with, or liable to any 263 
of the throat or lungs. Mention this paper. 

Dr.J.H. SCHENCK & SON, Philadelphia. 








Mr. FROTHINGHAM, of the Boston ‘‘ Ideals,’’ 
tells us he is glad we exposed the extravagant 
methods which characterize the management of 
that opera organization this year. ‘ Every- 
thing,” says he: “is so different now from what 
it used to be. Our own manager, Foster, is a 
cruel tyrant, as all our company will testify, 
and he has deprived us of that sweet freedom 
we used to enjoy when Miss Ober presided over 
our destinies. His first act was to prohibit the 
chorus-girls chewing gum on the stage. He 
said he would much prefer they would smoke 
cigarettes. His next despotic act was to post 
up a rule forbidding the only games at cards 
we had been in the habit of playing —‘ muggins’ 
and ‘old maid.’ He said they were effeminate, 
enervating games; that if we insisted on play- 
ing anything of the sort, it must be poker, and 
he would sit in with us. [ really believe that if 
he wasn’t under heavy bonds, Barnabee would 
break his contract; for Barnabee is a super- 
sensitive fellow, you know, and Foster’s cast- 
iron methods wound him very deeply. Barna- 
bee was the petted darling of the Massachusetts 
and New Hampshire concert circuit for many 
years, and until this season had never heard a 
harsher tone than a flute-note. Oh, yes, ’tis all 
changed now, and there’s not one of us that 
doesn’t pine for the good old days when kind, 
motherly Miss Ober used to come trotting 
around, calling us ‘ dear,’ and bringing us little 
affectionate tokens in the shape of popcorn- 
balls or wintergreen lozenges.’’—- Chicago News. 

“A Cuicaco architect will give a hundred 
thousand dollars to any man who will produce 
anything that will prevent a wall of pressed 
brick from turning white.” He should try a 
couple of coats of coal-tar. If that won’t cure 


‘the evil complained of, we have another plan. 


—WNorristown Herald. 


“ NapoLeon had a habit of whittling when 
he was in deep thought.” Another instance of 
Napoleonic - selfishness. He was determined 
that nobody else should have a chanceto think. 
—Boston Transcript. 





Blair’s Pills.—Great English Gout and Rheumatic Remedy, 
Oval box, 34; round, 14 Pills. At all druggists’. 303 





DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess 


NO. 162 WEST 23D STREET, Bet. 6th and 7th Aves., N. Y. 


SCOTT’S 
EMULSION 


OF PORE COD LIVER OIL 
And Hypophosphites of Lime & Soda 


Almost as Palatable as Milk. 


The only preparation of COD LIVER OIL that 
can be taken readily and tolerated for a long time 
by delicate stomachs. 

AND AS_A REMEDY FOR CONSUMPTION, 
SCROFULOUS AFFECTIONS, ANAEMIA, GEN- 
ERAL DEBILITY, COUGHS AND THROAT AF- 
FECTIONS, and all WASTING DISORDERS OF 
CHILDREN it is marvellous in its results. 

cribed and endorsed by the best Physicians Be 
in the countries of the world. - 
FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS. 


IE_YOU ARE MARRIED seni 
ins thisimportant step 

ve can send you valuable iniormation which you ought to know. Send 

vee address aud we bag x our 16 page pamphlet Freg. Address 


VIE & CO., 131 Rose Street, New York. - 


HABIT. Sure cure in 10 to 
30 days. Sanitarium treatment, 
or medicines by express. 15 


ears established. ook free. 
r. Marsh, Quincy, Mich. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s Place, New York. 
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BITTERS. 


An excellent appetizing tonic of exquisite flavor, now used over the 
whole world, cures Dyspepsia, Diarihoea, Fever and Ague, and all 
disorders of the Digestive Organs. A few drops impart a delicious fla- 
vor to a glass of champagne, and to all summer drinks. Try it, and 
beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the genuine 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS. 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT. 
51 BROADWAY. N. ¥. 


Hossfeld & Wier! 


IMPORTERS OF 


PURE 


HUNGARIAN WINES, 


| Buda-Pesth & 39 Broad St., N. Y. 





= soo Tokayer Ausbruch 


IMPORTED IN BOTTLES A SPECIALTY. 











OKER’S BITTERS 
it The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 








Philadelphta, ’76. Paris, ’78. 


America’s Favorite Beer, 


BREWED BY 


Che Onbeusec- 
Busch R, CO, 


OF ST. LOUIS, MO. 


The Auheuser- 

Busch Standard. 

The Original 
Budweiser. 


The Erlanger. 





The Pale Lager 
The Faust, 


Amsterdam, ’83. New Orleans, ’85. 


Prospect Brewery, 
Cor, Eleventh and Oxford Streets, 
PHILADELPHIA, PA. 

The highly Celebrated 


BUDWEIS LAGER BEER 


from this Brewery is particularly adapted to Export-in Barrels as 
well as in Bottles. Its keeping qualities are unsurpassed. We 
also recommend our 


HERcULES Mant WINE 


as the purest, most wholesome, and cheapest Extract of Malt in 
existence, 








Numbers 9, 10, 26, 140 and 163 of the English 
Puck will be bought at this office at 10 cents per copy. 
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OTTO STIETZ 


NEW YORK GLASS LETTER CO. 
EMBOSSED 


GLASS SICNS. 


GLASS LETTERS AND NUMBERS. 
N. W. Cor. of Broome St. and Bowery, 
NEW YORE. 254 


THE SEASIDE LIBRARY-- POCKET EDITION. 
OUT TO-DAY: 
Seasipe Liprary, Pocket k.prrion, No. 639. 
OTHMAR, By ‘*‘OUIDA.”’ 20c. 
ALSO 
THE MASTER OF THE MINE. 
By Kosert BucHANAN. 26C. 
LATE ISSUES: 
No. 629. Criprs, the Carrier. By R. D. Blackmore. 2oc. 





No. 646. 


WhO; Gib. Wee CRN ivecds neces + -000s8000000055 20. 
No. 627. White Heather. By Wi liam Black....... 20c. 
No. 625. Krema; or, My Father’s Sin. ty k. D. 
VN sinwus.0sre canesiyonenseses<s 20¢. 
No. 624. Primusin Indis. By M. i, Colquhoun.... 10¢. 
No. 623. My Lady’s Money. By Wilkie Collins.... roc. 
No. 621. The Warden. By Anthony '‘lrollope...... 0c. 
No. 6:8. The Mistletoe Bough: Christmas, 1825. 
Edited by Miss M. E. Braddon......... 20c. 
No. 617. T ike Dian’s Kiss. By *‘ Rita’’........... acc. 


No. 6:6, ‘The Sacred Nugget. By B. L. Farjeon.... 20c. 
No. 614. No. 99. By Arthur Griffiths.............. 1oc. 


These Books are for sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent, 
postage prepaid, on receipt of price. Address GEORGE MUNRO, 
Munro’s Publishing House, 17 to 27 Vandewater St., New York. 

. O. Box 3751. 364 





CHRISTMAS PRESENTS. 





FATHERS! M THERS! LROTHERS! SISTERS! 

One filling writes from 1O to © hours. No more useful present 
can be made, it being a constant reminder of the give:. Satisfaction given 
or purchase money returned. Circulars sent and orders filled free ot extia 
expense by registered mail. JOHN S. PURI'Y, 304 Broadway, N. Y. 





CHEAPEST MAGIC LANTERNS TO BEST STEREOPTICONS 


MAGICEAN TEENS 
AND ‘eT hot 
Picks Bs Sereenyand o£0 Views, $I . 

ATIC ORGANS a & O! 


(by mail ar it 

OPT: ates er av ie LEOTRIG ms “soc PONDERS 
ne ic Lanterns Wante Jatalogue E. 
ARBACH ORGAN CO., PHILADELPHIA, PA, 7°24 


NCLO-SWISS MILK 

CONDENSED 8 
MILKMAID BRAND, 

Economical and convenient for all 


kitchen purposes. Better for babies than 
uncondensed milk. Sold everywhere. 


PEARLS ,.. MOUTH. 




















Beauty and Fragrance 


Are communicated to the mouth by 


SOZODONT, 


which renders the teeth pearly white, the gums rosy, and 
the breath sweet, By those who have used it, vi is re- 
garded as an indispensable adjunct of the toilet. Lt tho- 
roughly removes tartar from the iceth without injuring 
the enamel, 120 





‘THE “Abbott”? is The Kiss, the one kiss, the 
true kiss, the original kiss, as old as man and 
woman, untaught, unlearned, the “long, long 
kiss of youth and love.” It is a sacrilege to 
call it the “Abbott kiss.’ Never true lovers 
yet but it was their kiss; it is love’s universal 
language, as free as the air it sighs, as spon- 
taneous as its throbbing heart-pulse. It is the 
kiss of the Nightingale and the Rose; of the 
Moonlight and the Midsummer; of Dream and 
Realization; of Rhapsody and Rest; of Pas- 
sion and Poesy. What true poet yet who was 
not in his heart of hearts truest of lovers, and 
sang not from its fullness the ecstasy of this 
kiss ?—the kiss which one besought to “ grow 
to his lips’’; the kiss of the “soft lips”? which 
another swore “ would tempt you to an eternity 
of kissing”; the kiss which Corto/anus thought 
as ‘‘long as exile, as sweet as revenge”’; the 
kiss which Shelley sang as— 

«« The soft and sweet eclipse 
When soul meets soul on lovers’ lips.” 
—Louisvil'e Courier-Fourral. 

In a recent novel we discover the gentle- 
man villain at one moment “lazily puffing a 
German pipe and staring up at the ceiling”’ 
on the next page we suddenly find him “ throw- 
ing away the end of his cigar”; and a few 
lines farther on he is “lazily puffing at his ci- 
garette and smiling with a superior air.’ _Per- 
haps it will not be necessary to inform our 
readers that the novel was written by a woman. 
—Lowell Citizen. 

WHILE Keene was playing Richard J/L, in 
Little Rock—just as he called for a horse, a 
man from Washington County said to his com- 
panion: 

“‘Come on, Ab, an’ le’s go.” 

“Wait a minute, Sam. ‘he clown has called 
fur a hoss, an’ I reckon the show’s goin’ to be- 
gin.’—Arkansaw Traveler. 


RuskIN, it is said, won’t come to America, 
because we have no ancient ruins. He should 
not let a little thing like that deter him. Let 
him engage an English ballet troupe, and bring 
his ancient ruins with him, — JVorristown 
Fferald. 


EVANGELIST Moopy has denounced church- 
fairs because he read that at a recent one they 
permitted men to kiss the girls at twenty-five 
cents a kiss. Moody is right. ‘They ought to 
have charged a dollar.—/ittsburgh Chronicle- 
Telegraph. 


A JAPANESE Court has just set an example 
to civilization by fining an editor twenty-seven 
yan for neglecting to acknowledge the source 
of extracts clipped from a contemporary,— Un- 
credited Clipping in Phila. Krontkle- Herald. 


‘*[ THREW my love to him, and it hath gone 
astray,” sings Lillie Drake in an exchange. 
Let Lillie be comforted by the reflection that 
a woman never can fling anything straight.— 
Unknown Exchange. 


IMITATION may be the sincerest flattery, as 
the maxim avers, but don’t risk an imitation 
seal-skin sacque in attempting to flatter your 
wife at Christmas. It won’t work.—Springfield 
Union, 


‘THE wages of sin being death, we can’t un- 
derstand why a lot of people we know don’t 
get paid off at once and have their services 
stopped.— Bloomington Eye. 





APVERTISERS can learn the cost of any proposed line of 
Advertising at Geo. P. Rowell & Co.’s Newspaper Advertising 
Bureau, 10 Spruce St., N. Y. 


On receipt of stamp, will pent sam 
ples of two best selling, best pay yo 
ing articles made. Sell’ at sight in 


Fang, nN. Men and women agents 
pos everyw here. ook Agents WV ante! 
UDLEY £CO., DBC: oeee St.,Philadel; hia,Pa. 


Send roc. for a 100-page pamphlet. 
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FOR ONE DOLLAR 


Is offered a three months’ trial subscription to the Art 
Interchange, an illustrated art fortnightly, 20 to 30 p.p. 
with full size working outline designs in every number, ‘and 
THIRTEEN large COLORED PLATES a year. Beginning- Nov. 
8th, this will include Three beautiful Colored Studies, 
ve An Autumn Landscape, by Bruce Crane (size 13x11 

, an exquisite Fan Design of Wild Roses (size 23 1-2x 
it’s 2in.), Buds, Leaves and Stems, +2 silk painting ; also 
can be adapte sd for DRESS FRONT or WALL LL BANNER. and a 
lovely suggestion for Valentine or Hand Screen of sleep- 
ing Cupids. In addition there will be six large supple- 
ments of designs in black and white “— a for a ng 
and embroidery, besides over 100 
fix ing < careful instruction in A rHistic 110 HOU CSEPCr RNISH. 

NG, PAINTING, EMBROIDERY and all other kinds 

ART WORK, besides ay tical hints in the — ERS TO 
QU ESTIONS. One , $3.00; six months, . Sam 
ple Copy, with age ‘Colored Stu (Marine 
view, 11x18), and _ # oxue sent for Twenty Cents, 373 





WILLIAM WHITIC : 
Mention this paper. CK, 37 & 39 West 22d Bt., N.Y. 
PLAYS! PLAYS! PLAYS! 


THE BEST EDITION PUBLISHED. 
ALSO 
WIGS, BEARDS, FACE PREPARATIONS, 


"And all articles ‘needed for Amateur and Parlor 
Theat icals. 


Catalogues sent free on application to 


DE WITT, Publisher, 


33 Rose Street, New York. 


AMERICAN 


BON MARCHE. 


For the next Sixty Days I am able to offer unusual induce 
= in 


TETE-A 
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A-TETE SETS, 
DESSERT SETS, 
ICE CREAM SETS, 
CAME AND FISH SETS, 
TEA SETS. 


Have also a large assortment of Bric= = Brac, which is 
unexcelled, from all parts of Europe as wel) us Japan. 

My lineof Parlor Lamps contains many new and beautl- 
ful styles, which are sold cheaper than eisewhere. 


| It t 25. 
sy ov neal Dinner Sets, from $ 3:98 


M. EB. B. NEUMANN, 
38 West <3rd Strect, New York City. 


YW Elgin watch, $5.00; Ik 
ATCHES elegant illustrated WELRY 
catalogue 2 cents. 23 


WILLIAM WILLIAMS, 122 Halsted Street, Chicago, 


GRAND DETECTIVE STORIES. 


We call your attention to the followin* list of first class Detect ve Stories 
written ly the most popular authors in the world. Each one contains about 
160 pages, snd is handsomely bound in colored covers. Price 25 cents 
one sent by mail post paid. Five stories sent to any address on receipt 
of $1.00. 

NEMO, THE SHapow Detective. By ¥F I. Broughton. 

IIARRY PINKURTEN, THE KiNG oF Detectives. By Harry Rockwood. 
Macon MOorRE. THE SOUTHERN DetectiVs. By Judson R. Tay! r, 
FRITZ, THE GERMAN DETECTIVE. Ky Tony Pastor. 

PHIL Scort, THE INDIAN DetgctTive. By Judson R. Taylor. 

Gypsy BLAIR, THE WESTERN DetTectTIVE. By Judson K. Taylor. 
DonALD DYKE, THE YANKER Detective. By Harry Rockwood. 

Nat Foster, THE Koston Detective. By Harry Rock wood. 

CLARICE DYKE, THE FEMALE Detective. By Harry Rockwood. 
ABNER FERRETT, THE LAWYER DETECTIVE. By Harry Rockwood. 
DYKE AND KuRR, THE Rivat Detectives By Harry Rockwood. 
ALLAN KEENE, THE WAR Detective. Ly Harry Rockwool, 

WaLt WHEELER, THE Scout Detective By Harry Rockwood. 

L.uKE LEIGHTON, THE GOVERNMENT Detective. By Harry Rockwood. 
VictoR MAURY, THE FRENCH DETECTIVE. Ky George Reynol: s 

Send an order for some at once, as we guarantee satisfaction. Catclogue 
of popular books mailed free Address: 


J. S. OGILVIE & CO,, Publishers, 
31 ROSE STREET, NEW YORE CITY. 
P. O. BOX 2767. 3ts 


QTHISIT dl GANAd) SLNOOIOV 


ALL GOODS GUARANTEED FIRST-CLASS 
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ROLLER ano 
SKATES 


| 
SPRINGFIELD,MASS. \ 


40 Pace CaracocueMaiLed 


ON RECEIPT OF 2 CENT : gor 

EDEN MUSEE.— 55 West 23rd Street. 

Open from 11 to ll, Sundays from 

1 to 11.—Wonderful Tableanx and Groups in Wax—Chamber of Horrors 

—Tr p round the World in 600 Stereoscopic Views—Concerts in the Winter 

a afternoon and evening. Admission to all, £0 cents, Chil- 
ren, 25 cents. 


VOLUME XVII. OF PUCK 


Contains 416 pages and 575 illustrations, viz.: 











26 double-page illumined cartoons, 
52 single-page o 
497 illustrations in black and white. 


Contributions by the best humvrous writers in the country. 


Price, unbound - - - $2 £9 
Bound incloth - - - 3 75 
“é ‘¢ half morocco, 4 50 


(Postage on bound volumes, 50 cents.) 
KEPPLER & SCIIWARZMANN, PuBLisHERs, 
23 Warren Street, N. Y. 





Send 6c. for postage for free costly box of goods which 

will | help + Il to more money than anything el-e in this 

world. Fortnnes await the workers absolutely sure. 
8 Terms mailed iree, True & Co., Augusia, Meine. 











Numbers 9, 10, 2%, 140 and 13 «f the English 
Puck will be bought at this office at 10 cents per copy. 
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OFFICE OF "PUCK" 23 WARREN ST. NEW YORK wasnt vias —_* 
MAYER, MERKEL & OTTMANN. LiITH 21- 25 WARREN ST NY 


OUR LOCAL SNAKE-CHARMER. 
They Had to Come Out when He Played on the Investigation Pipe. 





